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forget its very existence. What leaves mo cold today will madden me to-morrow. With mo literature Is a question of sense, intellectual sense if you will, but sense all the same, and ruled by the same caprices —those of the flesh \ Now we enter on very subtle distinctions. No doubt that there is the brain-judgment and tlu? sense-judgment of a work of art. And It will be noticed that these two forces of discrimination exist sometimes almost independently of each other, in rare and radiant instances confounded and blended in one immense and unique love. Who ban not been, unless perhaps Homo dusty old pedant;, thrilled and driven to pleasure by the action of a book that penetrates to and speaks to you of your most present and most intimate emotions. This is of course pnro sensualism; but to take a less marked st.ago« Why should Marlowe enchant moi why should ho do-light and awake enthusiasm in mo, while Shakospoaro leaves me cold if The mind that can understand onu can understand the other, but there am uttinities in literature? corresponding to, and very analogous tor ttoxual allinities- the same unreasoned attractions, the same pleasures, tlu» saw<* lassitudes. Those wo have loved most we are most, itidlOVrent to, Shelley, Gautier, Xola, Flaubert, (luncourtl how I havo loved you all; and now 1 could not, would not, road joy again. .How womanly, how capricious; hut even n capricious woman is constant, if not faithful to her a want dr. rr.mr. And HO with me; of thoso I havo loved deeply there is but one that ntill may thrill mo with tho old passion, with the first ecHtiicy -it ia Bui-ntury.
